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all, in his anxiety to examine them, when he came to see
the play. When Reresby got into a real buff coat,
made with a proper rider's flare to its skirts, and threw
on the plumed hat which he wore hind part before to
give his feathers a raffish angle, the man began to live.
Thereafter, there was no holding him. He had created
himself and had to live his own life independent of me.
This is no fairy story. Dickens, Shaw, Sir Henry
Newbolt and others have experienced the same force
majeure behind their creations and have had to submit
to their creatures' bent.1 'The Rat' became like a
Callot drawing, with the raffish habits of the stable and
the guard room in which he had lived during the
Thirty Years' War. The authors were shocked to their
souls when, at a later date, they saw what Reresby had
grown into! They went so far as to say that I had
'prostituted' their play, and threatened to forbid my
performances of it. Indeed, it was only on the entreaty
of my wife, whom they had taken to their broad hearts,
that they allowed me still to play it. My wife implored
me to moderate my reading of the character, but that
was a physical and psychological impossibility. There
was his habit of mind and there was the expression of it.
The authors had builded better than they knew. I could
not control the man. He was a living creature, indepen-
dent and most emphatic.
Poor Mrs. Sutherland, after contributing much good
work to the Theatre, perished soon after the incident
related above, in a most pitiful and tragic manner, and
Miss Dix has never pursued her first indignant protest.
Our association has been a most happy one during all the
thirty years I have been performing the play but mainly,
I must confess, through the influence of my wife.
Our following autumn tour, 1904, was given up
entirely to this play, bringing very handsome receipts,
and during these days of comparative leisure, we were
preparing our production of Hamlet^ which we launched
at the Theatre Royal, Dublin, on November arst, 1904.
1 See my essay " Some Reflections on the Art of Acting."